Convent of the Conceicao

the convent to the local museum. It was through this barred
window that she spoke to the Chevalier de Chamilly in the true
tradition of this land of serenades. The chapel of this desecrated
nunnery is yet another of the baroque chapels of Portugal, not
less sumptuous than that of Aveiro. Were we continuing South
into the Algarve, we would find another specimen at Faro, on
the Atlantic, upon the hottest shore, summer and winter, of all
Europe. There must be other such chapels in the small towns of
the interior, places never visited nor described in books; Elvas,
for instance, of the sugarplums, Castelo do Vide, or Portalegre,
again with its convent of the Conceicao. But, here and now, at
Beja, we go from the chapel to the chapterhouse of the nuns, a
high, vaulted hall which has mauresque tiles or azulejos upon its
walls, only comparable to those in the Casa de Pilatos, at Seville.
The lights from their metallic lustre form so unexpected a setting
for one of the lesser masterpieces of French literature. Soeur
Marianne must have dreamed here, against her conscience, of the
Paris of Le Roi Soleil.

Outside, for the Conceigao is in the middle of the town, a
military band is practising through the hot afternoon. They play
in a room of the barracks, once another convent or a monastery
near by. I am not the only traveller to have heard them. Their
programme is Albenis, and music of the Spanish zarzuela, pasa-
dobles, quick marches, as of 'eyes-right' to the bull ring and the
brave toreros, but slightly mocking, in mock heroic of the music
hall; quick waltzes, estudiantinas; military fanfares, the trumpets
of Bibataubm. Never could the music of popular and legendary
Spain be so appropriate as here; and, nowhere else, so well per-
formed. It was tempting to wait until the evening, when they
played in the garden underneath the trees. Here, indeed, would
be a banquet and an intoxication for the senses. Not a feast,
exactly, but a public bar, a place of summer drinks while this
lively music lasted. Sceur Marianne, or her phantom body, would
be listening at her grille. Along the white alleys, as now, there
are shadows talking at the casements. They are the serenaders.
Under the white archway, far away toward Spain, that other
town is a mirage, a pyramid, against the starlit sky. The Chevalier
de Chamilly, cloaked, is in the square and hears the music; or
gone, gone, to the Castillo di Bibataubin.
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